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All nature widens upward.    Evermore                          j-
The simpler essence lower lies, More complex is more perfect, owning more
Discourse, more widely wise.'
In the centre of the four quadrangles of the palace is a tower.
Hither, when all the deep unsounded skies
Shudder'd with silent stars, she clomb, And as with optic glasses her keen eyes
Pierced thro' the mystic dome,                                    \
Regions of lucid matter taking forms,                            ;
Brushes of fire, hazy gleams, Clusters and beds of worlds, and bee-like swarms
Of suns, and starry streams.
She saw the snowy poles and Moons of Mars,
That mystic field of drifted light In mid Orion, and the married stars.
The ' Moons of Mars' is the only modern reading here, all the rest are more than half a century old."
After perusing the " marvellously compressed word-pictures of this poem," Fitzgerald appends a personal note to "sat smiling babe in arm."
I remember A. T.1 admiring the abstracted look of a Murillo Madonna at Dulwich; the eyes of which are on you, but seem " looking at something beyond, beyond the Actual into Abstraction." This has been noticed of some great men ; it is the trance of the Seer: I do not remember seeing it in A. T. himself; great as he was from top to toe, and his eyes dark, powerful and serene2.
He was still afraid of blindness, which his brother Frederick said might accompany the perception of the inward Sublime as in Homer and Milton. The names of Dante and Michael Angelo
1 Fitzgerald generally calls my father A. T.
2 Fitzgerald afterwards altered his mind and wrote: "I have seen it in his (A. T.'s).    Some American spoke of the same in Wordsworth.    I suppose it may be the same with ;